listen to the Cowboy Kid Coast-to-Coast on the Mutual Ne twork! 
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Lone Ranger Pals! Now use his own "Silver Bullet" pen set for 
his secret code! Carry safely in the cartridge holder of this real 
steerhide cowboy's belt — with silvery engraved longhorn buckle 
and fixtn's — all included. These Lone Ranger pens are real writin' 
sure-nuff ball point pens in bullet shape . . . never need filling! Use 
pen with picture of the Lone Ranger to write BLUE for secret. Use pen 
with Silver's picture to write RED for danger. Pen with Tonto's picture 
Writes GREEN - for "HI-YO! Let's GO!" 



BE FIRST TO WEAR IT! 





buckle, lip and guard 
or* engraved in simu- 
lated silver. Buckle de- 
sign it real cowhand / 
ttyle with head and w> 
horns of wild Texas 
longhorn. Yet belt and 
"Silver Bullet" pen let 
eompfefe are only $1 .98 
—belt sizes are 22 to 
32 — and you con try 
on at no cost! Read 
thii thrilling offer! 

HJJMJMAMJUi 




3 Ball Point Pent in Lone 
Ranger "Silver Bullet' 
Set 
1 Cartridge Holder 
1 Tooled Weitem Belt 
I Engraved longhi 
Buckle in Simula' 
Silver alt for $i.9f 



RUSH COUPON NOW 



FUN INDUSTRIES, Dept.lOO-hl 

45 E. 1 7th St., New York 1 3, N.Y. 

Send at once your new LONE RANGER'S STEERHIDE BELT, 

CARTRIDGE HOLDER AND "SILVER BULLET" PEN SET — complete 

for only $1.98. BELT SIZE - 

[ ] Send COD. I'll pay poitman $1.98 plus pottage. 

□ To save pottage, I enclose $2.00. 



Address. 



City, Zone, State. 



— Jutt mail coupon and on 

delivery pay postmon only SI .98 plus postage. Or, to 
save postage, enclose $2,00 now. Have grand run with 
LONE RANGER'S "SILVER BULLET" PEN SET ond the 
COWBOY'S BELT for 10 days. Then, if yow want, iust 
return for money back. Don't miss this tuper thrill, 
B* a real Ranger pal — and mail coupon today 
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Hi/^ YEP, SONNY- TIGERS ARE PRETTY 

w fww critters, thiyui *tew*tAv* animals, 

f JUST UKS SOME DOGS, I GUESS, if THEY M 
E A FANCy TO SOMEONE, THEV1L PICK THAT 
, V PERSON FOR A MASTER-AND OBEY HfM 



mm 




WELL, I'LL BE DARNED f SULTAN'S 
NOT EVEN TOUCHING HIS FOOD — 
JUST LOOKING AT TUB KID/ AND HE'S 
GOT SO QUIET AND _ 
GENTLE ALL OF A J JEEPERS7 
SUDDEN / wriH HE -HE 



SURE/ GO AHEAD, SOW/- JUST POKE 
MEAT THROUGH THE BARS WITH 
THAT STICK. DON'T ACT SCARED, NOW 
— ! #£V&? SHOW A T/GSf? 7NA.T YOCf 

M/OHT BE A?®*® OP WM / 
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VVDTCHA 
SAY, PRY- 
you GOT 
ANY 

YETf 



YEAH. REMEMBER^ 
THAT LEORWD 
THAT ESCAPED IN 
COLORADO SOME . 
TWB AGO? HE J 
SURB CAUSED \ 
PLBNTY COMMOTION, ) 

DIDNT HE? J 



MY IDEA IS TO DO THE SAME 
THING HERE* WE SET THAT TIGER 
LOOSE.SEE? THEREtL BE A RIOT, 
EVERyBODYU START RUNNfN' AN 
YELLIN'. THE GUAR051L COMB 
THEIR GUNS -AN 
THAT'S WHEN WE 
ROB 7XB BOX-OFRCC! 
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The 77GER RACES UP TUB STANDS, COILS HIS MIGHTY 
BODY WITH MUSCLES LIKE STEEL BANDS, AND MAKES 
A GREAT imp/ 



And the great cat is RR£B!% 



■ " ■ 

_ 



MISSED/... ^ 
A LOOSE TIGER... 
THIS IS TERR/BIS/ 




BOBBY BENSON'S B-BAR-B RIDERS 



MEANWM/LE 7UCK AND pry, THE cause of it all, 

ARE NOT HAVtNO SUCH AN EASY 7!ME...[ 

J> — ■ S. ^ y f I THOUGHT 
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G05H, SULTAN -I-KM SORRY' I HAD TO 
00 IT.' IT WOULD'VE BEEN SWELL TO HAVE 
VOU FREE AND RICNNG RANGE WITH MB" 
BUT IT JUST WOULDN'T BE SAFE FOR 
OTHER PEOPLE/ GOLLY, WHAT A PET 
YOU'D HAVE MADE/ 




r By gosh and by glory- yuH deserve a 

MEDAL FER THIS, YOUNG FELLER/ CAPTURlN* 
THE TIGER AN' THE ROBBERS, TOO/ I AIN'T 
NEVER SEEN NUTHIN' LIKE IT/ m 

7V~ 



YOU CAN KEEP YOUR MEDALS, SHERIFF- > 
I DON'T WANT THEM/ JUST REA1E.WSER ABOUT 

NTHIS THE NEXT TIME YOU GO AROUND OROSR' 
/NO KIDS TO STAY AT #Ct*U*S J 



K 
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Yes, that cowboy srmNQ on the 

GROUHD IS TEXA\ASOU. FOREMAN, 
TOPHAHD, AND BOBBY BENSON'S HERO 
AT THE 3-8AH-0 CATTLESPREADJ CAN 
IT BE THAT HE fS AFRAID TO EIGHT 
HUNKER GIBBS? OR-CAN IT BE TRUE 
AS TEX TELLS BOBBY. THAT "BOMS' 
TIMES IT TAKES MORE GRIT NOT 
TO FIGHT?" TEX MASON SHOWS JUST 
WHAT HE MEANS IN — 
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NSXT CAY—AN ANGRY CROW GATHERS IN 
FRONT OF THE SHERIFFS OFFICE. AMONG THEM 
ARE THE B'BAR-B RiPERS. f 

'ACTtONfytW'S THE TH)R£ 

we want robbery this 

ACTION! I MOUTH BY THE 



EASY, FELLERS 
-EASY.' I'M 
OOlN 1 AIL I 
KIN, I 
TELL 

YUri.' 




THEN BY THUNDER AN' BY 
TARNATION. YORE BEST JEST 
AfN'T GOOD ENOUGH,' HOW 

COME YUH AIN'T MADE 
ONE ARREST? HOW 
come? 




HANG TMUH EVtDEHCE! EVERYBODY 'ROUND HYAR 
XW0W§ WHO THE LEADGR 0' THET OWLHOOT, 
SROOP IS ' IT'S THUH OWNER OF THUH 
LAUGHIN' LADY SALOON - HUNKER AfffJ 
AIN'T NO ONE ELSE 'ROUND HYAR 
BLACK-HEARTED ENOUGH 
TUH DO IT.' 






WHY YUH SLEAZY Ol' 
CODGER, I'M GOIK' TUH TEACH 
YUH RIGHT HYAR AN' NOW 
TUH KEEP YORE 
YAP SHUT/ y ( OH, GOLLY — 
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OKAY, MASON - 
YUH GOT THUH 
DROP ON ME 

mm t/me.but 

NEXT TIME. YUH 
AIN'T GOIN' TUH 
BE SO LUCKY. 



GEE, TEX, *- 
YOU GRAB5ED 
(RON SO FAST 
I HARDLY 
SAW YOUR 
HANO MOVE! 




MAYBE GIBB5 PULLED 
THEM ROBBERIES AND> 
MAYBE HE DIDN'T, 
TEX— BUT THE LAW 
SAYS THAR'S GOTTA 
BE EVIDENCE! AN' 
MY JOB IS TO 
UPHOLD THUH LAW' 




EF WE COULD ONLY CATCH 
HIM RED-HANDED- RIGHT 
ON THUH JOB.' THAT'S 
THUH BEST EVIDENCE 
THAR IS/ 




SINCE WERE IN 
TOWN , LETS TAKE IN 
THIS SHOW BEFORE. 

We GO HOME. 
WHAT'S THE MATTER, 
HARKA - AREN'T YOU 
COMING ALONG? 



NO, LITTLE 
BOSS- I THINK 
I WILL JUST 
WALK AROUND 
A SIT, THERE 
ARE SOME 
THINGS I 

MUST DO! 




/V THE 8AC/C BOOM QE THE LAUGWUG LADY SACOOM. 



SO YUH WANT TUH QUIT, HUH ? WHY YUH 
RANNIES, A&S&ay QUITS ON HUNKER GIBBS/ 
WE'RE ROBSIN' THUH MURPHY FARM TOMORROW, 
NIGHT JEST LIKE I SAID, GET IT ? 




PUH" LEASE, GIBBS, LISSEN 
TUH REASON— WILL YUH. 
BOSS? LEMME EXPLAIN/ 



GO AHEAD, EX- ^\ 
PLAIN/ BUT X'M 
WARNIN' YUH. IT'D - 
BETTER BE _S 




IT'S LIKE THIS — WE HAD GOOD LUCK THEM 
LAST THREE JOSS AN' WE MADE A PILE 0' 
MONEY, THANKS TUH YOU, GlSBS, BUT tfOW WS 
THINK IT'S A GOOD TIME TUH LAY LOW, Wg 
GOT A NOTION THET TEX MASON, ■ AN' THET 
B-BAR-B BUNCH IS WISB TUH US*.. 
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WHY, YUH 5HIVERIN' /MICE.' MASON GOT THUH 
DRAW ON ME THIS AFTERNOON 0Y ACOPSNT, 
SEE? I AIN'T SKEERED 0' HIM OR ANYBODY 
ELSE.' AN' JEST TUH PROVE IT TUH YUH. 




.[.I'M RIDIN' OUT TUH THUH 
B-8AR-B TOMORRy .AN' YUH'RE 
COMIN' WITH ME. IM CHAL- 
LENGiN' THET MASON TUH A 
F/SHT, AN' I'LL SEAT THUH 
HOMSRE TUH A PULP,' THElU 
SHOW YUH CHICKENS THET 
MASON IS NO 
THREAT/ 



< 




BY 6m,GIB5S-£F YUH KIN DO *"* 
THET, WE'LL SHORE FEEL A WHOLE 
LOT BETTER 'BOUT ROBBIN' THUH 

MURPHY FARM TOMORRV 
GHT/ 
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" ■■ ' ■'■ i ii——^^— 

AfeXT AfflN/N& t &0&/T AND £Am. Y, 
HUNK0? GIBBS AND HIS MEN #/D£ 
INTO 7W& YAffD OF TN& 8-8AR-3 

'■ ■ — "\ ffANCH... 

WtfAR /S HE? IVHAR'5 v -*— 
THET SHAKE, TEX MASON? 
COME ON OUT WAR, MASON, 
AH' LEMME BEAT YORE 
HEAD TO A PULP. I'M 
A-R4RIN' TUH GO I I'M 
SOW TUH GIT 
EVEN FE(? 
YESTlDDAY, 
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I'M ASHAMED OF MYSELF, TEX. I-T va 
THOUGHT IT ALL OVER... I GUESS SOMETIMES 
EVEN THE BEST OF MEN GET SCARED- AND 
NO A1ATTER WHAT YOU DID, I SHOULD'VE 
STUCK BV YOU. I -I GUESS X WASN'T 
A VERY GOOD FRIEND 70DAY... 
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WEVE got to ) 
FIND THSMj *" 
FELLOWS/ /MAY- 
BE THEY'VE GONE 
AWAY CGLIP.'J 

££T's moef j 
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Z~X GUESS I KNOW NOW 
WHAT YOU MEANT WHEN YOU 
SAID THAT SOMETIMES IT 
TAKES MORE GRIT NOT TO 
PGHT. I'LL NEVER LOSe 
FAITH JN YOU AGAIN, TSKf 
GOLLY, YOU* YOURS HH£#0t 
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&UT-SUPDENLY-AT THE LAST MOMBit ' THl i WILY PALO' 
MlNO &UCKS HIS HEAP AW LEAPS INTO ACTION AS 
7WUSH SHOT PROM A CANNON. 



WATCH OUT-HE'S 
HEADING ff/SHT P0# 
OS/ WATCH 
CVTf 




HfS HOOFS PLASH1NS, THS WILD H0R58 HEAPS 
STRAIGHT INTO THB BUNCHED' RIDERS/ THS SOLOEN 

palomino xvowsjsr 

NO PEAR/ J^i 
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OH,TE%~ THERE'S 
JUST GOT TO BE 
SOME WAY OF 
CATCHING HIM! 




BETTER GIVE IT UP, BOBBY. THAT 
HORSE JUST WON'T BE CAUGHT- 
AND IF HE'S CAUGHT, N07W/N5 
CAM BREAK HIM/ HE'S 
. A KILLER! 




I THINK I OUGHT TO TRY TO MAKE PRIENOS VWTH 
HIM/ YOU CAN WIN ANYTHING WITH FRiENOSHSP! 
EVEN THE GOLDEN PALOMiNQ NEEDS A FRIEND, I 
BET! GOSH, THAT'S WHAT I'LL CALL HW-'AM/SOV 
THAT'S MEXICAN — £ 




P L ' CRAMPEQ MUH STYLE TOPAY, BUT ' 

I'LL GfT THET H0S5 TOMORROW-OR KNOW THUH REASON 
WHY/ I GOT A FOOL-PROOF METH0P,TA)/ THEY PONT 
CALL ME /WW NORSE'WfEF PER NOTHIN' " 



0n»9? «hs? mvff watchw TH& scmE F/?04tA MGH 

BLUFF OVERLOOKING/" 

THE VALLEY ',.. / WAL, THE B-BAR-B BOSS SORTA 




I'M A PEA(? SHOT WITH THIS 
HERE RIFLE. I'LL JEST SORTA 
CREASE THET CRJTTER'S SWH.L 
WITH A BuaET AN' KNOCK HIM 
OUT. THEN THET VALUABLE 
PIECE 0' H05S-FLESHU BE 
MINE'. HE'S WORTH PLENTY/ 
HAW-NEE- 
HAW-NAW.'/ 



iP 




K»i AND THAT FRIEND tSMSf IN ^ 
THE MORNING I'M GOING OUT TO 
FIND AMlGO -ALONG/ 




J 
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NeXT MOWING, BRIGHT AW EARLY,.. 



HEY, WHERE ARE YOU 
WPING SO EARLY, LITTW 




BOBBY BENSON'S B-BAR-B RIDERS 




B(JT- WHAT IS THIS? THE PLUNGING PALOMtMO 
SUDOENLY PALLS THRASHING TO THE G80UN0/ 



OH, SOLLY -HE'S SHOT.' #£% SHOT/ 

AHP THAT MAN WILL SHOOT AGAIN 

UNLESS I COVER MM! 




**•— ... 



DEFIANTLY, BOBBY PLACES L. 

HIMSELF BETWEEN THERlFLE 
MAN ANP THE PlSASLEO HORSE., 



7HEN. AS THE HORSE-THIEF 
STANPS FETRIFIEP, 3038Y 
SLOWLY APPROACHES THE 
STRUGGLING HORSE^ 



/N ORPER TO MOVE WE ROCK, 0O88Y 
HAS TO GET WITHIN REACH OF THOSE 
PEAOLY t 
HOOFS^ HE'S NOT MOVING A 



MUSCLE.' 



IK IN \ 



THAT LOOK 
EYES,' HE UNVERGTAMS I'M 
A PRIENPt HE UN&ERSTANPSi*.. 
THERE -I'LL HAVE YOUR LEG 
LOOSE IN A MINUTE, AIAIGQ, 
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GOT TO KEEP RUNNING- FOLLOWAMIGO" 
I KEEP MYSELF BETWEEN HIM ANP THAT 
[ MAti WITH THE RIFLE. GOSH, WHY 
V WOUlt? ANYONE WANT TO SHOOT AMIGO? 




But- suppenly-oh me floo* of the valley 

me t/FGENT THUMP ER OF POt/NP/NG HOOFS /S 

nearo/ 
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f YOU CAME BACK.AMKSQ BOY- 
TO SAVff ME! WE'RE FRIEHPS. 
m NOW, AftffNT Wfff LETMEOET 
\CLQSe TO YOUjAMIGO! 



I 

I 



I 




YOU'VE GOT TO LET ME GET Oft 
YOUR fiWOr,AMJG0-UNWFRSWNP? 
IF I'M ON YOUR BACK, THAT MAN 
WITH THE RIFLE WONT PARE TO 
SHOOT/ FXGASe, AM/SO ' — 

» srsApy, how/ 




The wilp horse trembles ahp 
snofts at the ua1famiua& w&ght 
on his back... 



•Js' 



EASY, AMiSO-EASY/' 



PONT 8E SCAREP-1'M YOUR 

fwewp/ you'll see, amigo - 

YOU'LL SEE HOW MUCH FUN 
WE CAN HAVE TOGETHER/ 




* % *t*.~. 



„AN& THEN, FINALLY, WITH A BIG SIGH THAT SHAKES 
HIS MAGNtF/CZNT 000% THE MIGHTY HORSE S7MPS 
STILL AMP TAME. HE LOOKS ARQUNP AT HIS, 
RiPSff, AS THOUGH FOR INSTRUCTIONS. 



OH, AMIG0— YOU DO WOERSTANPf MOVE 
AHEAP WHEN I TAP YOU* Si PES WTH MY 
HEELS — YOUlL SOON GET USEP TO It WE'RE 
RiQlUG OUT OF THIS VALLEY - TOGETHER! J 



W?i 



8 



£v 



1^ 





ANP THAT'S HOW BOBBY CAPTURE? ANPTAMEPAMIGO. 

me fastest anp frettiest horse /m th£ b/gbenp* 
to this very pay, amigo will let ho one rlpe 
him except his youthful master,. 
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HE CAME from the chute half out of the 
big saddle, as the pinto mustang twisted 
himself in' half, back bent, legs rigid. The 
bucking horse slammed down with a jar, and 
young Tippy Martin flew sideways. His face 
was white and strained. His hands clawed 
for the reins that slipped from his sweat-wet 
fingers. The mustang pivoted on his rear 
hoofs and Tippy Martin left the saddle. 

The people in the arena seemed to go 
'round and 'round to Tippy as he hung mo- 
mentarily in midair, upside down. Then he 
crashed in the soft arena sand, badly shaken. 
The mustang's kicking hoofs missed his head 
by less than three inches ! 

White-faced, Tippy dragged himself off 
the sand and to his feet. He staggered, mov- . 
ing back toward the rails. The fear was still 
inside him, churning madly. His cheeks were 
pale with fright, his eyes black and stating 
in the white face. 

When he got to the exitway, he leaned 
against the wall, sick, 

"Rough going, Tippy?" said a voice. 

Tippy turned. Old Mack Jensen was smil- 
ing gently at him. Old Mack had made the 
rodeo circuits ever since the days of Steam- 
boat, the greatest bucking horse the rodeo 
crowds had ever known. Old Mack had 
known Tippy's father, and his brother j had 
Seen them take world championships on the 
rodeo sands. 

"Plenty rough," agreed Tippy, turning 
away to hide his face. 

A wry smile twisted Old Mack's mouth. 
He said, "Yore dad an' brother found it that 
way at first, too. But they had the guts to see 
it through," 

Tippy felt a wave of anger burn In him. 
It bad always been that way, even back 
there on the Wayside ranch which his father 
owned, Always bad his father's feats and 
his brother's deeds been thrown in bis face. 
And he bad let them down. It was Tippy 
who finished his daily chores last. In friendly 
competitions as boys, it was his brother Jim's 
lariat that outpointed his own. And Jim 
could stick to a bucking bronc like a cactus 
burr. 

" He walked away from the older man, 
shoulders drooping. Old Mack watched him 
go sadly, then rubbed- his jaw thoughtfully. 
As he stroke* his chin, h® smiled. He said, 
"Mebbe it mieht work, at that!" 



Tippy was eating at tne corner restaurant 
when Old Mack pulled out a 'chair and sat 



at his table. The old man Ignored him as he 
looked at the menu. He gave his order, then 
leaned back. 

"Figured I'd take in one of these western 
movies," he said casually. "Want to keep 
me company?" 

"I'd planned on gettin' to bed early." said 
Tippy. 

"Movies do you good. Relax yi{h!" 

Tippy's smile was bitter, "If that was all 
I needed," he said savagely. When Old Mack 
raised his eyebrows, Tippy slapped at his 
stomach. He growled, "I need guts — in here. 
More guts than I'll ever havel" 

Old Mack buttered a biscuit. "That'll 
come. Yuh got to be loose, first. Them broncs 
can hurt yuh, sure! But if yuh're relaxed, 
they won't 1" 

Old Mack began to talk of other days, of 
the early rodeos. Although he had heard all 
these stories from his father, Tippy found 
himself thrilling anew to tales of Steamboat 
the great, and the riders of yesteryear. He 
found himself getting to his feet with Old 
Mack, and walking with him to the restau- 
rant door, and down the sidewalk. 

They were in a shadowy part of the alley 
behind the moving picture house when the 
three men jumped them. Old Mack went 
down on bis back with a yell, Tippy found 
himself facing two of the thugs. 

He drove a fist in one man's face, knocking 
him back against the brick wall. The other 
man was bringing out a gun, showing it at 
Tippy's face.. 

"Oh, nol" growled Tippy. His hands went 
out, caught the gun-wrist of the thug, turned 
it savagely. The man went down on hU knees. 
Tippy brought the wrist across bis knee. 
The gun dropped from limp fingers, and 
clattered on the alley stones. 

The third tbug whirled and leaped. Tippy 
met blm In midair with an uppercut The 
thug turned turtle and went down bard on 
bis back In the narrow street 

Old Mack was clawing himself up off the 
ground. 

"Come on, boy I This is a tough crowd in 
this tewnt* 

Tippy was trying to shake himself loose, 
but the older man held him tightly. "Never 
mind them, boy. Let's go before some of 
their friends slam into us I" 

Old Mack led the way from the alley on 
the dead fun, with Tippy lass than half a 
step behind him. Under a attest lamp. Old 
Mack turned a line-marked fact to Tippy, 
He said, "Don't feel much like that movi* 
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now. Let's go. back to the hoteL" 

As they walked, Old Mack said, "Well, 
those toughs proved one thing. You got 
guts, boy. Yuh waded into .them hardcases 
like it was a game. Yuh didn't show no 
yaller." 

Tippy shrugged. He growled, "Ariybody'd 
have done what I did." 

"I'm not so sure. I've been in fights before, 
and seen men bigger"n yuh put wings to their 
feet to git away. No, sir! Yuh got guts. All 
yuh need in the rodeo arena is confidence. 
An' that'll come, one o' these days. . . ." 



The sun was hot, overhead. Young Tippy 
Martin straddled the top rungs of the bronco 
chnte watching the shifting half-ton of 
horseflesh below him that was the man- 
Killer, Dynamite. No man had ever sat 
Dynamites saddle for the ten seconds re- 
quired for rode*) point-scoring. Tippy 
lowered himself . gingerly into the saddle. 
It was now or never! The luck of the draw 
had given him Dynamite. It would be no 
disgrace to lose to him! 

The chute gate swung wide. Dynamite, 
true to his name, exploded. He came out of 
the gate in the air, legs fanning the wind, 
tail straight out, head down. 

Tippy threw up his right hand. His left 
hand held the reins. Tippy glued his cow- 
boy boots to the box stirrups and held them 
there. Under him, he felt the powerful man- 
killer gather himself in a solid bunch of 
fury. 

Dynamite hit the ground, and Tippy's 
head banged forward. Before he could gather 
himself, the bronc was off the ground, hind 
legs lashing out and sideways, trying to 
whiplash this clinging human from hisback. 
Dynamite landed and rode again into the air. 
Up and down he went, in a series of stiff- 
legged jumps that racked and tortured Tippy 
at every leap. 

The crowd was roaring. They made a 
thunder of sound in his ringing ears. Dimly, 
Tippy knew the people were standing, bend- 
ing forward, shouting his name. But he 
caught them in his eyes in dazed glimpses, 
as the savage man-killer under him erupted 
and blasted himself back and forth all across 
the arena. 

Tippy took off his hat "with his right hand. 
He brought it down on Dynamite's rump. 
The horse spun dizzly. He brought his left 
flank against the wooden fence that pro- 
tected the spectators. The dust rose as the 
boards rattled. ■ 

Ti PPy got his left leg up just in time. If 
tt had.been caught against that fence — ! 

Tippy shouted and banged his hat against 
iia brotic's rump. And Dynamite Jost bis 



feet He tolled over and over, neighing his 
fury. Tippy crawled from the saddle, and 
got back into it as the big horse rose to hii 
feet. 

And then Dynamite heaved, and Tippy, 
his feet not yet in the stirrups, lost his 
balance. 

Dynamite kicked! Tippy, unbalanced, went 
flying! 



Tippy opened his eyes and looked straight 
into the grinning face of Old Mack. Behind 
him, Tippy could see cowhands and cowgirls 
crowding about. Tippy groaned. He said, 
"Well, I, reckon I sure made a spectacle of 
myself out there." 

"I'll say yuh did," agreed Old Mack. 

The older man helped Tippy to his feet. 
Vaguely, Tippy was surprised that he had 
no broken bones. He felt himself gingerly, 
and limped around. 

"I'm. plumb washed up," he said to Old 
Mack. ''I tried to ride that sunfisher, but" it 
wasn't no use. Reckon I'm not cut out for 
rodeo work . . ," 

"Hey?" howled the older man. "Washed 
up? After that ride yuh gave Dynamite?" 

"He threw me, didn't he?" growled Tippy, 
turning away. 

"Sure he did— after seventeen seconds of 
bang-up riding!" howled Old Mack. "Seven 
seconds more than yuh needed to score 
plenty of points, which yuh did!" 

Tippy gasped. "Yuh mean . . . that I rode 
Dynamite?" 

"Sure yuh did ! Yuh proved last night yuh 
had the guts when yuh faced them thugs! 
Today yuh've got that confidence yuh need !" 

Tippy laughed. "Did you pay off those 
men, Mack — like yuh paid off the men yuh 
hired to test Dad and my brother Jim?" 

Old Mack's face fell. He squinted at Tippy 
carefully. "Yuh knew about those hombres, 
then?" 

Tippy put an arm around the older man's 
shoulders. He said, "I've listened to Pop and 
Jim tell me all about those little 'tests' of 
yours, Mack. They also said that you only 
used your tests when you spotted a real good 
rider who needed , . . well, encouragement." 

Old Mack kicked at a pebble as a smile 
crossed his leathery face. "Doggone! Reckon 
I'm gettin' kind of dated!" 

Tippy said, "I had lost confidence in my- 
self until you hired those hardcases. I told 
myself, if Old Mack thinks I'm worth hiring 
thugs over, like he did foi? Dad and Jim, 
maybe I can be a rodeo rider." 

"Which yuh sure are, son. Yuh sure are!" 

Arm in arm, the young men and the old 
man went acioss the arena sands, their steps 
light and jaunty. 

THE END 
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SoMmwffS Mt northern Mexico, a peon turns from 

WE FURROWED GROUND HE IS WORKING, EYES WIDEN- 
ING wrm fear... r 



r- &r 




LESS THAN THREE MILES AWAY AN ENTIRE TOWN LIES 
STILL AND SILENT, EVEN THE BIRDS AW THE AWMALS 
GROW COLD.., r " 
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\ CZ»WL lf/S 0» HM S A«OX. 

massing himself across 
conchos desert, comes a man 
whose breath rattles in his 
\ throat.., 



T 



I CANT MAKE IT/ 
THAT HELLISH STUFF^fS 
ALL THROUGH MS ...MILLING 
ME JUST AS IF„. IT WERE 
HUNDREDS OF.. 



BULLETS/ 




•<•- 



V. 





^CALLING QRK~ ROSS -^ 
CALLING QRK... INVISIBLE ^ 
DEATH FROM SKIES... FLYING 
OVER,,, MILLS EVERYTHING. 
BE ON WATCH CUT 

II 



Powerful receiving sets pickup the 
ba9sle0 words in a feld station of thb 
federal bureau of investigation north 
of we rio grande,, 




From Washington to stlOu/s, thence on to 
houston, we wires hum. from houston a call, 
comes through to the foreman's off/cff of the 
8*0ar-b ranch in the 
big bend country. „ 




Seconds later. tex a\ason, foreman of the 

B~BAR«B IS TOSSING HIS WORK'STAINED LEVIS FROM 
HIM, AND DONNING THE YELLOW SHIRT AND TWIN 
HOLSTERS OF—THE LEMQNAPE HID....' 




FAR AHEAD, HA LABORATORY CARVED OUT 'OF 'THE 
LAVA ROC* INSIDE THE CONE O F A LONG-DEAD VOLC* 
ANO~ 

' GOOD.' BRING IT INTO THE 
CAVE HANGAR,' IT IS THE 
PNAL TEST, rf HAS WORKED 
WELL. ALL THOSE OVER WH0M| 
THE SAUCER PA55ED, 
US STIFF IN PEATH ' 



THE SAUCER WILL 
BE RETURNING AT ANY 
MOMENT, SIR/ 
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r WITHIN THE SAUCER 15 AN 
UNSHIELDED ATOMIC ENSJNE/ 
GIVES OUT RAD0ACTIVB RAYS-RAVS 
THAT KILL ALL WHOM THEY TOUCH 
—4W r#£Y TCC/CX W/TWVA 










ROSS DIED BEFORE HE COULD RaAY 
INFORMATION TO THE FIELO STATION.. 
8UT HE PUT WHAT HE KNEW DOWN 
IN CODE IN A LITTLE BLACK BOOK/ 
HE SAYS EVERYTHING STEMS FROM 

THIS ANCIENT VOLCANO/ 
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UP.'POTt/P 

yai/# arms/ 




RECKON WEV5 BEEN CAUGHT, 
HARKA. DO WHAT THE MAN 




AS 7NS LEAWMADE K/O WALKS FORWARD WITH OECEPTWS 
MEEKNESS, H/S HE£l DELIBERATELY CATCHES W AM OCTtUA 
SHRUB, HE'STUMBLES; AHO-f / ~ 

— 1 i \ r-^ 



m ) 





HiODEN R/FLES SPURT HOT LEAD. 
AMID A SHOWER OF BULLETS, THE 
LEMOMOE K/D HURTLES FORWARD.X 



WE'VE GOT TO MAKE "\ \ .$? V * 
THIS FAST, HARKA? WE'RE \^KE HUNT 

OUTNUMBERED ABOUT 2^ £ABlS i 
F/FTV TO ONE! 
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ONLY dm CHANCE-. 5EN0 ON? ^f 
OF THEIR RAD/O-CONTSOLLED 
FLYING SAUCERS ...AFTER THEfl? / 
PLANE/ BUT WILL I LIVE,., 4 

LONG ENOUSH.TO WOffX THE 

Aurawrnc controls f 



3e 








fc— „.,ll» III" 



gffS 



Gasping for a//?, body stream' 
ing sweat from the heat and 
fire, the lemonade kid fights 
back wconsoousnes bysheer 
will as he grasps dials and 

LEVERS* I '" " ^ 

|7 " l RffB HA5MT TOUCHED 

THIS R4RT VET. I CAM HEAR THE , 
SAUCER HANGAR DOORS OPENING. 
MOTORS JETTING UR„ SAUCERS 
WILL BE UFTWS INTO THE All?/ 
,V<?*V 7ZU>*//VI THEM/ 





Up THROUGH THE OWE OF THE THUNDERING VOLCANO 
WHIRLS A SPEEDING SAUCER, WDER RADIO DIRECT/ON 
IT STRAIGHTENS OUT SWIFTLY AND HURTLES UPWARD, 




->V 



<<v 



di 



■0 
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Mfe<r 5^/M5 7Z? THE LEMONADE KID AN ETERNITY LATER,] 
HIS SWEAT- STAINED AND FIRE-SCORCHED EVES SLOWLY P 

emt"»r — 
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COMIC BOOKS! 



Why take a chance on miss- 
ng a single issue of this 

thrilling, exciting, different 
magazine? Make sure that 

The Cowboy Kid and his 
daring Riders don't pass 
you byl Subscribe now! 
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It's the thrill-a-minute story 
of the Golden Palomino ... A 
rip-snortin' adventure jam- 
packed with excitement from 
start to finish! 

Hear Bobby Benson, Tex, 
Windy, and all the B-Bar-B 
Riders as they thunder out of Big 
Bend country right into your 
home on a Decca record in the 
story of the Golden Palomino! 

Make it yours to have and 
to play whenever you like! Be 
the first in your neighborhood to 
own this official Bobby Benson 
Record! 
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MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY - DON'T DELAY 



LIBERTY PRODUCTS Dept. 3 
277 Broadway, New York 7 , N. Y. 

Gentlemen: 

Please rush me Bobby Benson record(s) at $1,15 each 

(Fed. tax and postage included) 

Q Here is my check or money-order, 

□ Please send C.O.D. I will pay postman. 



NAME 

ADDRESS. 
CITY 
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Available 
at your local 
Decca record 
shop 
or 
use this 
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